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Ips. J. You see the 'Times' of course. I spare you paper
news. Old Copsham is pretty sound, the Beetle soars.

The Beetle soars, the Beetle spins,
The Beetle is up in the air, Tuck;
'Twill crack Robin's crown
As a stamp for his sins,
Or make him defy old care.

Pray, write and say, how (the route) and when (the week)
you return. Poco says I must start on the 22nd.

I suppose you have not come across Jessopp? He
has promised to journey here, and I hope will take back
Sons with him. My poor darling begins to see dimly again
that holidays have a termination. 'If I had not such
a kind master!7 he remarks. 'I am very happy down
there, Papa, you know!' You see, Tuck, he has his
choice of different kinds of happiness. Blessed is he
who can even look on such alternatives for a little human
soul. I am twice blest, for that my friend is happy as
well as my Son.

Tuck, I am going to bed. If I dream, sail thou across
the vision, like a jolly monkish owl.

My jolly Friar, now lift thy cowl
And send me a laugh like a revelling owl.

Were I lying and groaning in pits of fire,
Thy laughter like water would fall, my Friar!

Good-night, Tuck. Good-night, dear Demitroia.
Good-night to the two young ladies! I say! Have they
been much admired ? 'Cause, we won't have our English
wild roses stared at by 'mannikin' foreigners. Tuck,
have you been a zealous guardian of those treasures?
Alas ! Who would have done that duty like me ? There
is a song called 'Poor Robin.' Sing it. Poco started this letter. Sons are in good case. I hope
